A Malikshabi visitor
The Graves of the Beni Parwar
The old Larti man lived in a little house of reeds and leaves
down by the mill in the valley. It was a semi-detached resi-
dence in a row of three huts, each consisting of one room and
an open porch; and the animals—fowls, goats, and donkeys—
browsed about in open stubble-fields which filled the valley
bottom.
The old man was not there. Not only had he done no
digging, but he had been called away on business to the lands
of the Beni Parwar. The keeping of appointments in Persia
is a one-sided affair, and requires rime, patience, and a philo-
sophic placid nature. Shah Riza added to the annoyance of it
by remarking that he knew all along that this would happen:
but his innate love of virtuous platitudes made him in spite
of all approve of my conscientiousness in the matter, which he
used as a Moral Theme for many evenings after in the fireside
circle.
Meanwhile we had to decide whether to wait or not for
our old man. His plans were unknown, but his family, a
buxom young bride about thirty years younger than himself,
pressed us to stay. The afternoon was late already, we could
not get far on our way home: we accepted the offer and settled
outside his hut for the night.
Our Dusani guide now left us. He was surprised and a
little chagrined to find that I considered my compass as a
sufficient substitute for his presence, for he had hoped to hurry
us back with him to his own tribe; but he gave in with a good
grace, and took a friendly leave, looking upon me less as an
English stranger than as a woman endowed with sense in
the climbing of rocks, an altogether creditable distinction.
He had hardly gone when a pleasing jaunty figure came
striding down towards the door of our hut over the brow of

